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T O 


Mr. Jobn-Frederick Lampe. 


Dear Jacx, 


o whom ſhould I dedicate this 
Opera but to You, for whoſe 
Intereſt it was calculated, and 
at whoſe it was com- 
pleated: Many joyous Hours have we 
ping and changing, lopping, eking 
out, and coining of Words, Syllables, 
ingle, to diſplay in E:g/i/b the Beauty 
2 ox qr Ttalian 


ar. 

This Pleaſure has been fince tranſ- 

mitted to the gay, the good- natur d, and 

jocular Part of Mankind, who have taſted 

the Joke and enjoy d the Laugh; while 

the Moroſe, the Supercilious, and * 
A 2 ve 


iv DEDICATION. 


have been fairly taken in, ſo far as to 
A vary ; . tis Jow, 
very low; now 
ien 
ſublime — 


I is a . 
An Burleſque 8 | 
Lownels — ſpeaking) is the 
Sublimity of Burleſque: If fo, bir Opera 
2 the tip-top Sublime of 


Your Mufick, on the other hand, is 
as poſſible, by 
Contraſt is the ſtrong- 
er, and has ſucceeded accordingly. 

The following Prediction made by 
my Couſim Harry in the Year 1726, ts 
now, I think, amply verified 2 
Favour: 


Call not my Lampe obſcure, becauſe 
unknown ; 
He ſhines in Secret now, to Friends 


alone : 
Light him; but up, let bim in Pubbick 
blaze, 


He will deli ge not only, but amaze. 


Can ET's Poems in 4. Pag. 115. 
We 


its Kind. 


and 
which Means 


DEDICATION. v 


We muſt both confeſs our-ſelves 


rag habe agony. wan 
Sakway and the A not 


_—_— 


Sie to eo. 
ſure to the Publick ; but in a more fin- 
cular Senſe we ſtand indebted to Mr. 


Rich, 


who received our poor diſconſo- 
late Dragon with Pleaſure, after it had 
lain ſeveral Years dormant in the Re- 
poſitory, and under the of 
the moſt wiſe, moſt learned, and 


| 'Squire Hhat-d"ye-call- 
<4 Dro Lo RE. 


judici- 
Maſter 


Jan, 


Tour Affectionate Friend, 
An Fellow-Student, 


Pall-mall, Jan. 3, 
1738. 


CARINI. 


[6] 


A Critical Rem ARK on 


Old Ballad, call'd 23 Dra 
Wantky by the late Mr. Raglan 7 


HIS Ballad does not 
the Denomination of 
ing been ever look d upon as 4 Criticiſm or 
Ridicule upon St. The Seven Cham- 
pions, Guy of Warwick, and ſeveral other 
Songs of the like Nature, and is the ſame to 
as Don Quixot is to 
that Kind : However, - there are 
fome People who will, by no means, allow 
this to be the Deſign of the Poet, nor the 
Song te be a Piece of Criticiſm, but 4 Satyr - 
And to prove this, they tell you, That in Days 
of old, a certam — a Member of 
the Law, and here repreſented by the Dragon, 
being left Guardian to three Orphans, and 
fading ſome little Flaw in their Titles, put 
in his Claim, depriv'd them of t eir Eſtate, 
. zook Poſſeſſion of it Dimſelf, and turn'd them 
over to the Pariſh. Upon which another 
(here called Moore of Moore-hall) took p 
their Cauſe, ſued the unjuſt Guardian, caſt 
him, and recover'd the E ftate for the bal 
dren. I ſhall not pretend to decide any thing 
in « Diſpute of this Importance: the Hypo- 
theſes are both probable; but which may be 
the juſteſt, I ſhall leave the Learned to de- 
termine. 


ly fall ander 
Hifftoriceal, it hev- 


Ballads of Chivalry, 
Books of 


An 


Wantley. 


To a pleaſant Tune much is Requeſt. 


— 


LD Stories tell, how Hercsles 
* A Dragon flew at Lerzs, 

With ſeven Heads and fourteen Eyes 
To ſee and well diſcern-a: 

But he had a Clubthis Dragon to drub, 
Or By Bod nagy Gang, I warrant ye: 


33 
Each one upon each Shoulder ; 

With a Sting in his Tail as long as a Ell, 

rr . 

He had long Claws, and in his Jaws 
Four and forty Teeth of Iron, 

With a Hide as tough as any Buff, 

Which did him round environ. 


181 


Have you not heard üer. Horſe, 
With ſeventy Men in his Belly? 
This was not quite ſo big, 

But 8 near, III tell you: 


1 CONES por, 

not with him grapple ; 

a at one ſup he eat them up, 
As one would eat an Apple. 


All forts of Cattle this 
Some ſay he cat up Trees, 

And that the Foreſt ſure he would 
Devour by degrees: 

For Houſes and Churches, were to him Geeſe 
and Turkies; 

He eat all, and left none behind, 

But ſome Stones, dear Feck, which he could 

not crack, 

Which on the Hills you'll find. 


In Torkſbire, near fair Rotheram, 
The Place I know it well, 

Some two or three Miles, or thereabouts, 
I vow I cannot tell; 

But there is a Hedge juft on the Hill edge, 
And Matthews Houſe hard by't; 

O there and then was this Dragon's Den, 

You could not chuſc but ſpy it. 


Some ſay this Dragon was a Witch ; 
Some "ray he was a Devil, 
For from bis Noſe a Smoke aroſe, 


And with it burning Sniyel ; 


did cat, 


(9) 


Which he caſt off, when he did cough, 
Into a Well that ftands by; 

Which made it look juſt like a Brook, 
Running with burning Brandy. 


Hard by a furious Knight there dwelt, 

Of whom all 'Towns did ring ; 

For he could wreſtle, play at Quarter-ſtaff, 
Kick, cuff, and huff, 

Call Son of a Whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the Tail and the Main, with his Hands twain, 
He ſwung a Horſe till he was dead; 

And what is ſtranger, he for very Anger, 
Eat him all up but his Head. 


Theſe Children, as I told, being eat ; 
Men, Women, Girls, and Boys, 
Sighing and ſobbing, came to his Lodging, 
And made a hideous Noite : 
O ſave us all, Moore of Moore-hall, 
Thou peerleſs Knight of theſe Woods; 
Do but flay this Dragon, who won't leave us 
a Rag on, | 
We'll give thee all our Goods. 


Tut, tut, quoth he, no Goods I want, 
But I want, I want in ſooth, 
A fair Maid of ſixteen, that's brisk, 
And ſmiles about the Mouth; 
_ Hairblack as a Sloe, and a Skin white as Snow, 
With Bluſhes her Cheeks adorning ; 
To 'noint me o'er Night, cer | go to fight, 
And to dreſs me in the Morning, 
B This 


(10 ) 


This being done, he did engage 
To hew this Dragon down ; 

But firſt he went new Armour to 
Beſpeak at Sheffield Town, 

With Spikes all about, not within but without, 
Of Steel ſo ſharp and ſtrong, 

Foth behind and before, Arms, Legs,and all o'er, 
Some five or fix Inches long. 


Had you ſeen him in this Dreſs, 
How fierce he look'd and how big, 
You would have thought him for to be 
Some Egyptian Porcupig: 

He frighted all, Cats, Dogs, and all, 
Each Cow, each Horſe, and each Hog; 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 

Some ftrange out-landiſh Hedge-hog. 


To ſee the Fight all People then 
Got upon Trees and Houſes, 
On Churches ſome, and Chimnies too; 
But they put on their Trowſes, 


To make him ftrong and mighty, 
He drank by the tale fix Pots of Ale, 
And a Quart of AquaVite. 


It is not Strength that always wins, 

For Wit does Strength excel; 

Which made our cunning Champion 
Creep down into a Well; 


Where 


Not to ſpoil their Hoſe. As ſoon as he aroſe, 


O 


Yer, 


ole, 


dere 


(17) 


Where he did think this Dragon would drink, 
And fo he did in truth; 
And as he ftoop'd low, he roſe up and cry d 
Boh! 
And hit him on the Mouth. 


Oh, quoth the Dragon, Pox take you, come out, 
Thou that difturb'ſt me in my Drink:: 
With that he turn'd, and ſn—t at him; 
Good lack, how he did ſtink ! 
Beſhrew thy Soul, thy Body is foul, 
Thy Dung ſmells not like Balfam ; 
Thou Son of a Whore, thou ſtink'ſt fo ſore, 
Sure thy Diet is unwholefome. 


Our politick Knight, on the other fide, 

out the Brink, 

And gave the ſuch a Douſe, 

He knew not what to think: 

By cock, quoth he, fgy you ſo; do you ſee? 
And then at him he let fly, 

With Hand, with Foot, and ſo they went to't, 
And the Word it was, Hey, Boys, hey ! 


Your Words, quoth the Dragon, I don't under- 
ſtand : 
Then to it they fell at all, 
Like two wild Boars ſo fierce, I may 


Compare great Things with ſmall. 


B 2 Two 


(12) 


Two Days and a Night with this Dragon did 
fight 
Our Champion on the Ground ; 
'Tho' their Strength it was great, their Skill it 
was neat, 


They never had one Wound. 


At length the hard Earth began to qua , 
The Dragon gave him ſuch a Knock, 
Which made him to reel, and ftrait he thought 
To lift him as high as a Rock, 
And then let him fall: But Moore of Moore- 
hall, 
Like a valiant Son of Mars, 
As he came like a Lout, fo he turn'd him about, 
And hit him a kick on the Back-fide. 
Oh ! quoth the Dragon, with a deep Sigh, 
And turn'd ſix times together, 
Sobbing and tearing, curſing and ſwearing 
Out of his Throat of Leather ; 
Moore of Moore-hall, O thou Raſcal! 
Would I had ſeen thee never; 
With the thing at thy Foot thon haſt prickt my 
A ſe· gut, 
And Fm quite undone for ever. 


Murder, Murder, the Dragon cry'd, 
Alack, alack, for Griet ; 
Had you but mits'd that Place, you could 
Haye done me no Miſchief. | 
©» 


'Then 


( 13) 


did Then his Head he ſhak'd, trembled and quak'd, 
And down he laid and cry'd; 
Firft on one Knee, then on Back tumbled he, 
Lit So groan'd, kick d, ſn t, and dĩed. 


— 


„ 


The Opinion of a Grave and Learned Pæda- 
gogue concerning the following OP ER A. 


E CLUSIVE of the Pleaſure this Opera 
has given the Adult, I have found it to 
be of in re Uſe in alluring little Children 
to learn to read, when other Books have been 
found ineffetiual. For which Reaſon 1 
hereby exhort and adviſe all Fathers and 
Mothers, Godfathers, &c. to buy this Book 
by way of New-years Gift, as they would an 
Anodyne Necklace for the Improvement of 
t my this Generation, and the Advantage of the 
future. 


Ti. AN DERSON. 
W Jan. 1 
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DAA 


Chen : 


(14) 


DramarTtis PERSON. 


Mr. REIN ROI. 


Tbe Dragon, 
Moore of Moore-Hall, Mr. SA LW Ar. 


1 cn „ Pu. Lacvs- aa 


Margery, | Maſs ISABELLA Youns. 
Mauxalinda, Miſs EsTHtRYouxG, 


CHORUS of Nymphs and Swain. 


S CEN E that Part of Yorkihire gear 
Rotheram. 


DRAGON of W ANT LEY. 


— — 


* 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Rural Pyoſpect. 


CHORUS. 


LZ. Neighbours, fly, 
The Dragon's nigh, 
Save your Lives and fly ; 
Away, away, 


For if you ftay, 
Sare as 4 Gun you 


die. 
Fly, Gc. [Excunt. 


[ The Dragon croſſes the Stage. 


SCENE 


(16) 
SCENE, A Hall. 


GuBBINs, MAUXALINDA, and Cnokus. 


| Gub. What wretched Hayock does this Dragon 


make ! 
He fticks at nothing for his Belly's Sake : 
Feeding but makes his Appetite the ſtronger, 
He'll eat us all, if he bides here much 
_ longer ! 
1 


« Poor Children three, 
«© Dewoured be, 

« That could not with him grapple ; 
« And at one ſup, 
He eat them up, 

At one would eat an Apple. 


CHORUS. 


Houſes and Churches, 
To Him are Geeſe and Turks. 


To them MARGERY, 


Was fate at Breakfaſt by his Parlour Fire, 


Tattle, 


The Table ſhook, the Cups began to rattle ; 


Marg. O Father! Father! as our noble Squire 


With Wife and Children, all in pleaſant 


— 


(17) 

A diſmal Noiſe was heard within the Hall, 
Away they flew, the Dragon ſcar d them all: 
He drank up all their Coffee at a Sup, 

And next deyour'd their Toaſt and Butter 


* 


aA —< 


But to hear theChildren mutter, 
When they'd loſl their Toaſt and Butter, 
And to ſee my Lady moan, 

Oh / *twould melt a Heart of Stone. 


Here the Sguire with Servants wrangling; 
«& There the Maids and Miſtreſs jangling, 
* And the pretty hungry Dears 
« All together by the Ears, 
. Scrambling for a Barley Cake : 


« h *t would make one's Heart to ale. 
But to hear, &c. 


Grub. This Dragon very modiſn, ſure, and nice is: 


What ſhall we do in this difaſt'rous Crifts ? 
Marg. A Thought, to quell him, comes into 
my Head ; 
No way more proper than to kill him dead. 
Gub. O Miracle of Wiſdom ! rare Suggeftion ! 
But how, or who to doit, that's the Queſtion. 


C Marg. 


( 18 ) 
Marg. Not far from hence there lives a valiant 
Knight, | 
Aan of Proweſs great, and mickle Might: 
| He has done Deeds St. George himſelf might 
brag on; 
Manx. This very Man is he ſhall kill the Dragon. 


AIR, 


He's a Manev'ry Inch, I aſſure you, 
Stout, vig rous, act ive and tall; 
There's none can from Danger ſecure you, 
Like brave gallant Moore of Moore-Hall. 
No Giant or Knight cer guell d him, 

He fills all their Hearts with Alarms ; 
No Virgin yet ever beheld him, 
But wiſh'd herſelf claſd'd in his Arms. 


po CHORUS. 


Let's go to his Dwelling, 
| With Telping and Telling ; / 
And tell him a ſorrowful Ditty. 
« Who knows but the Knight, 
„ With this Dragon may fight, 
« If he has but a Morel of Pity. t 


SCENE 


FIT 


SCENE, Moore-Hall. 
| Symphony. 


M oORE and bis Companions. 


Moore. Come, Friends, let's circulate the 


chearful Glaſs ; 
Let cach true Toper toaſt his fayourite Laſs. 
Sound all your Inftruments of Joy, and play : 
Let's drink and ſing, and paſs the Time away. 


AIR. 


Zeno, Plato, Ariftotle, 

All were Lovers of the Battle; 

Poets, Painters and Muſicians, 

 Charchmen, Lawyers and Phyſicians, 

All admire à pretty Laſs, 

All require a cheerful Glaſs. 

Ev'ry Pleaſure has its Seaſon, 

Love and Drinking are no Treaſon. 
Zeno, &c. 


620) 


Enter Gus INS, MARCERT, Ma ux A- 
LINDA, and others. 


CHORUS. 


O ſave us all ! [Kneeling. 
Moore of Moore-Hall! 


Or el/e this curſed Dragon [they riſe. 
Will plunder our Houſes, 

Our Daughters and Spouſes, 
And leave us the Devil a Rag on. 
[They kneel again] O ſave, Kc. 


AIR. 
Marg, riſing.] Gentle Knight ! all Knights ex- 
ceedimg, 

Pink of Proweſs, and good Breeding, 
Let a Virgin's Tears inſpire thee; 
Let a 1aiden's Bluſhes fire thee. 
« For my Father and my Mother, 
Fer my Siſters and my Brother, 
« For my Friends that ſtand before thee, 
« Thus I ſue thee, thus implore thee; 
« Tous ki thy valiant Garment, 
Haumbiy hoping there's us Harm in't. 


N 


Moore. (aſide) Her Looks ſhot thro? my Soul, 
her? Eyes ſtrike Fire; 


Im all a Conflagration of Deſire. 


(To 


ſe. 


C. 


( 21 ) 


(To her) Fair _ I grant whatever you can 


The Duet iv fie, when once you name the 
Task. 


Marg. The Dragon, Sir ! the Dragon ! 


Moore. ä Say no more, 


You ſoon ſhall fee him weltring in his Gore. 
Marg. Moſt mighty Moore do but this Dra- 
gon kill, 
All that we have is wholly at your Will. 
Moore. The only Bounty I require, is this, 
That thou mayꝰſt fire me with an ardent Kiſs; 
That thy ſoft Hands may noint me over 
Night, 
And dreſs me in the Morning e er I fight. 
_  * 
Marg. If that's all you art, 
My Sweeteſt, 
My Feateff, 
Compleateſt, 
And Neateſt, 
Pm proud of the Task. 
« Of Love take your fill, 
« Paſt meaſure, 


«« My Treaſure, 
6 Sole Spring of my Pleaſure, 
& As long as you witl. 
If that's all, &c. 
Maux. (overbearing.) A forward Lady ! ſhe 
gros fond apace; 
But I ſhall catch her in a proper Place. 

Moore. 


622) 
Moore. Leave her with me; conclude the Dra- 
gon dead: 
If I don't maul the Dog, I'll loſe my Head. 
[ 411 go off but Moore and Margery, 
DUETT O. 
Moore. Let my Deareſt be near me; 
Marg. Ti ever be near thee, 
Moore. To warm me, to cheer me ; 
Marg. To warm thee, to cheer thee. 
Moore. To fire me, inſpire mne; 
Marg. To fire thee, inſpire thee 
Both. With Kiſſes and Ale, 
Moore. Tour Fears Tl aboliſb ; 
Marg. This Dragon demoliſh. 
Moore, Pl} work bim. 
Marg. Ay, work him, 
Moore. Pl} zerk bim, 
Marg. Ay, jerk him 
Both. From Neftril to Tail. 


[Let my, Kc. 
MOORE leadt off MARGERY; MAUXA- 


LINDA enters, and pulls him back by 


the Sleeve. 

Manx. OVillain ! Monſter ! Devil! Baſely baſe ! 

How can you dare to look me in the Face? 

Did you not ſwear laſt Chriſima ſt we ſhould 

marry ? 

Oh, tis enough to make a Maid miſcarry ! 
Witneſs 


(23) 
Witneſs this Piece of Six-pence, certain Token 
Of my true Heart, and your falſe Promiſe 


broken. 
Moore. The Devil's in the Woman! What's 
ä the Matter? 
| Maux. Now you inſult me; Time was you 
cou'd flatter. 
Moore. Upon my Soul, I dont know what you 
mean! 
Manx. Don't you know Margery of Roth'r 
Green ? 
Moore. Not I, upon my Honour. 


Maux. That's a Lie. 

What do you think I've neither Ear or Eye? 
Villain! I will believe my Eyes and Ears! 
She whom you d, and call'd ten thouſand 

Dears. - 
(Sings mocking) Let myDeareſt be near me, &c. 
Moore. (aſide. ) By Jove! I'm blown. Z—ds! 
how came this about ? 

However, I'm reſoly'd to ftand it out. 

(To Manx.) 1 only out of Policy was civil; 

Bur, *faith, I hate her as I hate the Devil. 

You're all I value, witneſs this cloſe Hug, 

I'm yours, and only yours 


Maux. Ah coaxing Pug ! 
Moore. My pretty Manxy, prithee don't * 


jealous. 
Manx. Dear me! you Men are ſuch bewieching 
Fellows; 


You 


. 


: ( 24 ) 


You ſteal into our Hearts by fly Degrees, 


Then make poor Girls believe juſt what you 
pleaſe. 


AIR. 


Moore. By the Beer, as brown as Berry, 

By the Cyder and the Perry, 

Which ſo oft has made us merry, 

With a Hy-down, Ho-down-derry, 

Mauxalinda's TI remain, 

True Blue will never ſlain. 
By the Beer, &c. 

Max. But do you really love me ? 

Moore. By this Kiſs, 

By Raptures paſt, and Hopes of future Bliſs. 


DUETT O. 


Pigs ſhall not be 

Jo fond as we ; 

We will out- caoe the Turtle Dove. 
Fondly toying, 

Still enjoying, 

Sporting Sparrows we'll out- love. 


Pigs ſhall not p &c. | 


End of the Firſt A CT. 


ACT 
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ACT it SCENE I 


4 Garden. 
MARGE 10 ſola. 
A IR. 
8 U R E my Stays will burſt with 
ſobbing, 


And my Heart quite crack with throb. 
| bing. 
My poor E yes are red as Ferrets, 
And I ha'n't a Grain of Spirits. 
OI wou an't for any Money, 
| « This vile Beaſt ſhou'd kill my Honey : 
| « Better kiſs me, gentle Knight, 


« Than with Dragons fierce to fight. 
Sure my Stays, Kc. 


[To ber Moore. 
Moore. My Madge ! my Honey-ſuckle, in * 
| Dumps ! 
Marg. Put your Hand here, and feel my Heart 
how't thumps. 
| Moore. Good lack a day ! how great a Palpi- 
tation ! 


Tell me, my Dear! the Cauſe of this Vexation. 
D Mas g. 


( 26 ) 
Marg. An ugly Dream has put me. in a Fright ; 
I dreamt the Dragon flew my geintle Knight: 
If ſuch a thing ſhould happen unto thee, 
O miſerable, miſerable, Mar'gery / 
Moore. Don't fright thy ſelf with Dreams, my 
Girl, ne'er fear hirn, 
Til work his Buff, if ever I come near him. 
T ve ſuch a Suit of ſpikecl Armour bought, 
Bears, Lions, Dragons, it ſets all at nought : 
In which, when Fm equip'd, my Madge 
ſhall fee, 
I'll ſeare the Dragon, not the Dragon me. 
But Time grows ſhort, I muſt a while dd : 
Marg. Make haſte, my Dear! 
Moore. My Duck! I will not ſtay. 
[ Exit. 


M 


Enter MAUXALINDA FO MARGERY. A 


Manx. So Madam ! have I found you out at 


laſt ? 
You now ſhall pay full dear for all that's, ( 
Were you as fine as e'er wore Silk or Sattin, 
| I'd beat your Harlot's Brains out with my 
Patten, 
Before you ſhall delude a Man of mine. 
Marg. Who in the Name of Wonder made 
him thine? 
Maux. 


M 


(27) 


Manx. TYye laugh, you Minx ! I'll make you 


change your Note, 
Or dri ve your grinning Grinders down your 

þ OP Throat. 
him. | 
ght: Inſulting Gipſey, 
ſadge Tou re ſurely tiþſy, 

Or non ſe ipſe, 
me. Do chatter 6. 
way? Tour too much feeding, 

| All Rules exceeding, 

ſtay. Has ſpoil d your Breeding, 
Exit. Go, Trollop, go. 


Inſulting, &c. 
Marg. Lauk ! what a monſtrous Tail our Cat.. 


ut at has got? 
Manx. Nay, if you brave me, then you go 
to pot. 
hat's | Come, Bodkin, come! take Mauxalinda's Part, 
And fab her hated Rival to the Heart. 
tin, [ Goes to kill Margery, ſhe fewoons. 
m Enter Moors, takes away the Bodkin. 
Moore. Why, what the Devil is the Woman 
made doing ! 
Maux. To put an End to all your Worſhip's 
Wooing. 
ſaux. D 2 Moore. 


2 
„„ „0 


Maux. And fo does mine. 


628) 
Moore. "Tis well I came, before the Whim 
went further; 


Had I ftay'd longer, here had fure been 
Murder. 


| 


This curſed Jade has thrown the Girl in Fits. | 
How do'ft, my Dear? 


[Margery Recovers. 
Marg. Frighted out of my Wits. 
Moore. But fear her not, for by her own Con- 


feſſion, 
I'll bind her over to the Quarter-Seſſion. | 


AIR. 


Maux. O give me not up to the Lac, | 
d much rather beg upon Cruiches ; 
Once in à Sollicitor's Paw, 
Tos never get ont of his Clutches. 
Alarg. Come, ccme, forgive her ! 


Moore. Here my Anger ends. 


Moore. Why then let's buſs and Friends. 
LRKiſ round. 
_ 
10 | 
Maux, Oh how eaſy is a Womar, 
| How deluding are you Men 2 


Oh how rare, to find a true Man, 
Mot fo off as one in ten, 


Moorc. 
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Moore. Oh how charming is a Woman, 
Form'd to captruate us Men; 
Tet fo eager to ſubdue Man, 
For each one ſhe covets ten. 
Let's reward them as they treat us, 
Women prove ſincere as Men ; 


Bat if they deceruve and cheat ns, 
Let us e en cheat them again. 
Omnes. Let's reward them as they treat us XC, 


Enter GuBBIXs. 


G#b. Now, now, or never ſave us, valiant Moore 
The Dragons coming, don't you hear him roar? 
Moore. Why let him roar his Heart out, tis 
no matter: 
Stand clear, my Friends, this is no Time to 
chatter. 

Gub. Here take your Spear. 

Moore. I ſcorn Sword, Spear, or Dart ; 
I'm arm'd compleatly in a valiant Heart. 
But firſt I'll drink, to make me ſtrong and 

mighty, 

Six Quarts of Ale, and one of Agua Vite. 
Fill, fill, fill a mighty Flagon, 
Then Lil kill this mouſtrous Dragon. 

[Drinks. 


Marg. 


CHORUS. 
Fill, fill, fill the mighty Flagon, 
Kill, kill, kill this monſtrous Dragon. 
ExeuntÞ ACT 


Ker enen 


A rural * the Dragon's 


Enter MOORE in Armonr, and MARGERY. 


Moore. Ne Buſs, dear Margery, and then a- 

way. 

Marg. I cannot go, my Love ! 

Moore. You muſt not ſtay. 
Get up, ſweet Wench, get up in yonder Tree, 
And there ſecurely you may hear and ſee. 

[ Margery gets up into the Tree. 
Come, Mr. Dragon, or by Fove Ill fetch 
you; 


Til trim your Raſcal's Jacket, if I catch you. 


AIR. 


Moore. Dragon Dragon! thus ] dare thee - 
Soon to Atoms thus FI} tear thee ; 
Thus thy Infolence ſubdue. 
But regarding where my Dear ic, 
T hen, alas ! I feel what Fear is, 
Sweeteſt Margery for you. 


Dragon / &c. 
Dragon 


Dragon roars. | 
Moore. It is not Strength that always wins ; 


Good Wit does Strength excel. 
Confound the Raſcal, how he grins. 
Ill creep into this Well. | 

[Gets into the ell. 


[ Enter Dragon, and goes tothe 
Well, as to drink. 


Dragon. What naſty Dog has got into the Well, 
Diſturbs my Drink, and makes the Water ſmell. 
[ Moore within, cries Boh! 
AIR. 
Dragon. Oh ho ! Mr. Moore, 
Tou Son of a Whore, 

Twiſh I'd known your Tricks before. 

[ Moore gets out of the Well, encounters 
the Dragon, and kills himby a kick 
on the Back-ſide. 

Drag. Oh! oh! oh! 

The Devil take your Toe. Dies. 
To bim MAR GER, ina Napture. 

Marg. Oh, my Champion! how d' ye do? 


Aoore. Oh, my Charmer! how are you? 


Marg. Very well, thank you ; 

Moore. | I'm ſo too. 

Your Eyes were livid, and your Cheeks were 
pale ; 

But now you look as brisk as bottled Ale. 

Give me a Buſs. 


- 


Marg. Ah, twenty if you pleaſe. 
Moore. With all my heart, and twenty after theſe. 
DUET. 


632) 
DUET T. 


ce th ſweet Honey ſuctle, my Joy and Delight, 
« PII kifs thee all Day, and Ill hug thee all 
Ni bt. 
* Ay Deareſt is made of ſuch excellent Stuff, 
& I think I ſhall never have Kiſſing enough. 
My fweet, &c. 


Gub. Moſt mighty Moore, what Wonders haſt 
thou done? 

Deſtroy'd the Dragon, and my Marg'ry won. 
The Loves of this brave Knight, and my 


fair Daughter, 
In Rorator:os ſhall be ſung hereafter. 


Begin your Songs of Joy ; begin, begin, 
And _—_ the Helkin with harmonious Din. 


x, 


CHORUS. 
Sing, fing, and rorio, 
An Oratono 

To gallant Mono, 
Of Moore-Hall. 
To Margerenia 
Of Roth'ram-Greenia, 
# Beauty's bright Queenia, 
Bellow and bawl. 
Sing, ſing, Kc. 
CHOR USotkCHORUSES. — 
H ZZ A! 


Omnes. HUZZA! HUZZA! HUZZA? 
r 


